‘they had the literary culture, But
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tday, the teetotalers are unques-
tionably entitled to take & fifst place.
We, who are no teetotalers, cheerfully
admit this. We have seen the fruits 1
‘of their labors, and can bear witness |

We have seen

that are . R _
“tkem raise from the very sinks of vice | &

and depravity men whom every other |

missionary had abandoned in despair.
We know many whom they have ele- |
vated from pauperism into comfort, I
from pollution into cleanliness, from |
degredation into respectability, from
h:glml drunkenness into habitual
Many are the thrilling tales that
teetotalers could tell, of men dragged |

from the slough of sin into the pure || bloke

air and sun-light of social well-being |
and well-doing. But teetotalers are ‘

not literary ; the hardest workers S0&
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among them are working men, wha [J9fh U ly words: |
have been theirown educators. They the wretched the drunkard, |
have no time to write tales, even if his begg ome, his neglected chil-

teetotal literature is advancing, and
the day may come when some genius
will do for the drunkards what Mrs,
Stowe bhas done for the American
slaves,—stir up a universal desire to
alleviate their lot, and rescue them
from the depths of vice and misery.
We shall never forget a tale of a
rescued drunkard, told by one of the
tectotal lecturers. It wasa statement
of his own experience, and its truth
can at this day be attested by thou-
sands, Thestory was told in a rather
broad Lancashire dialeet, for the |
speaker had originally been a factory
workman, and had raised himsell by |
his own industry and energy, chiefly
in this very teetotal cauze, to a res-

pectable and highly useful position in |

society. We despair of being able to

impart to our readers the full force of || delighted audience t

the story as told by the narrator, ur to

dren, and his ruined wife ; and urged |

| again and again that the only radical

Leure was the teetotal one,—abstinence |
at once and forever from all intoxicat- ||
ing drinks,

“By this time some other tipsy
men had joined the audience, and |
was told that a beer-shop keeper was |

'among them, who kept up a fire of
interruptions, shouting out, *It’s a

lie!” *You're afool I' and such like;
and pieces of rubbish and dirt began
to be thrown at me from the outskirts

tof the crowd.

| *¢< At this, the drunken man, whom
the crowd had salated by the name of
‘ Charley,’ strode forward, and push-
\ing his way up to where I stood,
stretched forth his hand o me, My

first thought was, that he meant to

pull me down from mz chair, and the |
' ought so too;
but the man called out instead, that

produce anything like the thrillingi"{ must ¢ shake hands with him,’ which

effect which he produced upon the

did at onee ; and then the man, clap- "

meeting in question,—for there is an | ping me on the shoulder, called out, |

electric influence in the spoken words,
which is lost when it is attempted to
commit them Lo written paper:—

“] was out on my first teetotal |
journey,” said the narrator, “and was
very new to my mission. 1 remem-
ber that | was dressed in a velveleen |
cut-away coat, with white mother-of-
,pearl buttons,—just a raw factory lad,
ull of enthusiasm for the cause; bnt
that is worth a good deal, as you
know."

“[ reached a town in the north of
England. It wasa fine summer even-
ing, when | went out into the market
place to address the people. 1 bor- |
rowed a chair from a poor woman,—
after  being rebuffed from several |
doors,—and carrying it into an open
space, near whichsome children were |
playing, and laboring people saunter-
ing about aler their day's work, I
planted the chair there, mounted it,
and began to speak—not without some
great flutterings ot heart, and serious
qualms as to the suceess of my speech,

*“ Al the sound of my voice the
children censed from their play and
gathered round me, and several of
the saunterers also turned aside to
hear what I had got to say. At first,
some thought 1 was selling pills ; oth-
€rs took me for a Mormon ; and when
I began to talk about teetotalism,—
this new-{angled doctrine of abstain-
ing altogether from intoxicatingdrink,
—my slender audience began to gig-
gle, some of them jeered at “fustian-
Jacket,” and several of them guffawed
outright.  This was not a very en-
couraging beginning for & raw speak-
Er.

* While T was still talking, 1 saw a |
drunken man swaggering along in the
distanee, with alot of boys about him
calling out names and provoking him |
to swear at them in return.  He seem- |
ed to notice the little group collected |
about me, and, Jike most drunken men

‘Go on, good Ind, and let Charley
Brown see the man that dares to med-
{dle wi' you!

| *“As I afterwards learnt, this Char-
ley was the terror of his neighbor-
‘hood ; he was the greatest fighter in
the place, and his bashed face bore
|mln_v evidences of his pugilism as
|well as of his drunkenness. So his
| patronage at once quelled the rising |
insults of the crowd, and | was per- ||
' mitted quietly to finish my address. |
| At the end, | offered 10 take the
'names of any persons present who
| might be disposed to join the Teetotal
| Society, and (o my surprise,—I may |
| almost say to my dismay,—the only
‘one who offered to join was the
"drunken man ‘Charley.’ 1, of course,
regarded his taking the pledge as a
joke, and offered to defer it until the
following morning, ‘No!" said he,
‘Now, Now —I'm your man.” So 1
took his pledge,—I confess reluctantly,
and amidst much laughter. No other
dared to follow his example,—it seem-
ed only too ludicrous,

“ Well I returned the chair to the
poor woman from whom | had borrow-
ed it, and was ahout to proceed io-
wards my humble lodging ; but Char-
ley would not jeave me. Heinsisted on
fAccompanying me, arm-in-arm, across
the market-place, down the High
Street,—people coming to their doors
to see us pass, and wondering what |
new misehiel the drunken pest had
been brewing. Charley even insisted
on my going to his house to see his
wife and family, I consented to go, ||
for 1 found I could not shake bim off'; ||
end I was afterwards glad I went. |

!l

“1 was introduced to the Drunk-
ard’s Home, and a more destitute,
wretched home I mpever entered.--
Down several steps from the streel, in |
a house situnied in one of the poorest.‘

* We do not mention the real numes, sn the pariies
wrealive; but the Toets of the story are an sinted.

| him to. suppl

There was soarcely a scrap of furni-
et ol g e g
to dur L
breaks of her husband, orpavmdm;y
his ravenous appetite

for drink, e children were ragged

| and dirty. There was no place for|

me to sit down upon, but I stood for
a few minutes and told the trembling
wife what was my errand to the town,
what her husband had that night
promised me—that he would entirel

abstain fror drinkin the fature ; an

furning to him, said I—' Charley, I
hope you will keep your promise LikE

L aMARD ‘T will]’ said he, ‘I em

determined that I will ; and you shall

- sée.! I confessthat] despaired! the || was

case seemed so hopeless. Neverthe-
less, I tried to hope and I encoura
him as well as 1 ¢could, and urged hi
wife to aid him in his good resolution.
“The poor woman told me her
briel and pitifal story. When she
married Charley Brown, he was the

handsomest fellow in the place, one of
the best w though rather ‘gay.’
He was & boommaker by trade, snd
when h{ k 10 his work he could
make (fom 30s to £2 a week. Butlat-
terly, he had been. g very short
time, and ev that he made, as

well as all thewr furniture and most of
their doihing. had gone for drink. It
was f story similar to thonsands more,
—fit to make the heart-bleed.
“1 took my leave, but promised o
call in the morning before leaving
town, 1 did so, and found Charley at
his work., He was now quite sober,
and distinetly remembered his promise
of the previous night. He still said
that he was resolved to keep the
Eledge, and that he would do so. M
opes about the man were now raised,

though they were still very weak; and

him to abide by his gdod (| beel

resoli:tion,n{ left him.

“A year passed, and I revisited
the town. Of course, my first thought
was, what had become of Charley

- Brown. Often had I reflected abont

my first visit, and my one convert;
and 1 wondered whether a character
so desperate could by this or any oth-
er means be made good for anything
Charley being what is ealled a ‘notoni-
ous character’ in the town, I had no
difficulty in finding him out, though
he had removed to another quarter,
I kvocked at his door, and was admit-
ted. Could I believe my eyes? Was
this clean and contented looking wo-

| man the same whom, wretched and

ragged, I had visited in the drunkard's
home in —— Street but a short year
ago? Were these healthy children
the same that I had seen, peevish and
dirly, sprawling on the mud floor of
the old beggar’s hovel 7 It was in-
deed so! The woman sprang to me
with a ¢ God bless you, sir! God bless
ou !” and shook me cordially by the
1and.  * Ob, how much we owe you,
sir,—come in, come in !'

““The woman’s eyes sparkled with |
pleasure. She could not do too much
for me,—oflered me the best chair to
git down upon, insisted 1 should have
tea and cake, that I must wait until
Charles came in—he would be back

resently ; and I was resolved to see
[:im, for alrcady I saw clearly enough
that the cure was fairly at work, and
that the drunken convert had un-
expectedly proved a good and true
man.

“Of course, I inquired into the
cause of the immense improvement
which | saw every where around me,
in the wife and children, in the furni-
ture of the dwelling, aund in the nir
and comfort which pervaded the place.
The story was soon told. ‘Charles
had kept the pledge. It was a terrible
nlmgg]% with him at first; but he is

dmodﬁcdrhlhug g houses, and stuck
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“ Oharley = made hfé'gﬂkqm-
ance ; h:q d’ been carrying home
gome of his work. The alteragion ir.E
his appearance was so great that
emldpsuWane recogqizgdﬁiim 3
he ‘was clean apd well dressed ; and
on conversing with him 1 found him
intelligent and qmn]y—re’aﬁy 4 fine
hearted fellow # bottom, though his
better qualities 888 man had so long
been obscured and blighted by thé ac-
cursed drink, We had some delightful
conversation together, and the upshot
of it was, that a teetotal meeting was
determined on for the following even-
ing, when Chacloy;
me on the plaio
and it was a most sucoess-
¢ jce had been fairly

of My early labors. |
wrote to my friendiCharles that 1 was
coming by the goa¢h on such a day;
and as we drove up fo the inn where

the coach halted, who should be there
but my friend Chagles, more improved
than ever in. ppearance. He was
now dresscd in superfine cloth, nﬁd
wad as spruce a8 a shopkeeper. He
inﬁshd?n 5 myo:grpegebag, but
I almost thought shame to allow him
to do so, it seemed so much beneath

his .E’P'm' :
“+You 'ﬂl sca’l'ﬁ&]] know us now,

sir,—the good cause has prospered us
g0 much,”

¢ I was surprised, indeed, when he
led me into the market-place ; and
there pointing to & sign-board over a
respectable looking ghop, I read the
words, in gold lettérs,—CranrEs
Browx, Boorsageg. . I was indeed
amazed! My sstonishment was in-
creased when, entering his shop, and
passing the valiable stoek of goods
which it containéd, I was introfuced
upstairs into » comfortable, even hand-
somely furnished room, where the tea-
things were set out upon the table,
and ‘Mrs. Brown® was anxiously

] need not pursue my story fur-
ther. Charles Brown is one of the
most respectable, respected, and thriv.
ing inhabitants of his native town;
he is a voter for a member of Parlia-
ment, and what is better, is him-
gelf a member of a Christian church;
and I cite him wherever I go, as one
of the most memorable and blegsed
instances of the renovating, life:giv-
ing, and happiness-bestowing power of
Teetotalism,”

®* * Rogers, the venerable author of
the “Pleasures of Memory” is still livivg in

A charming mension in St. James Place,
London.

sending the ngu:b:gtq ’

waiting to give me a hearty welcome. -




